agreeable. AINGER takes the armchair facing the
audience. VINING stands before the empty grate.
MILNER goes over to window seat.

VINING : Well, Cope, not done yet ? What sort
of a fag do you call yourself?

COPE : Please, Vining, may I leave the washing
up till later ?

VINING : No3 you may not. Why the devil should
you ?

COPE : You see, Vining, it's gone five and I've
got to report to Plunkett.

VINING : That's not rny fault, you should have
come in earlier.

COPE : I couldn't, Vining. . . . Simmy kept me
and . . .

VINING : Who kept you ?
COPE : Simmy and . . .

VINING : Mr. Simmons to you, Cope; don't be
disrespectful to your housemaster.

COPE : I'm sorry, Vining, but he kept me. I
couldn't help it. I'd got all my fractions wrong
and . . .

VINING : Well, get ahead with it now and hurry.
We want the place clear.

COPE ; But Plunkett has got me down in Task
Book.

AINGER : Oh, give the kid a chance, Vining, it's
poor fun fagging anyway.

VINING : My son, if you will be a beastly little
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